HAMILCAR  BARCA.
time to time the extremity of her keel, fashioned like a plough-share, was seen as she plunged ; and under the beak at the end of the prow, the sculptured horse with ivory head, rearing its two forefeet, seemed to course over the plains of the sea.
As she rounded the promontory her sail fell; the wind had ceased ; and now, near the pilot, could be discerned a man standing bare-headed. It was the Suffete Hamilcar! About his sides he wore shining plates of iron; a red mantle, attached to his shoulders, allowed his arms to be freely seen ; two very long pearls pended from his ears, and his black bushy beard fell down upon his breast.
The approaching galley, tossed between the rocks, coasted the mole, and the excited crowd followed her along on the stones, shouting:
"Hail! Benediction! Eye of Khamoun! Oh, deliver us ! It is the fault of the Rich ! They desire your death ! Guard yourself, Barca !"
He made no response, as if the clamour of the oceans and the din of battles had completely deafened him. But as the vessel came under the stairway which descended from the Acropolis, Hamilcar lifted his head, crossed his arms, and looked at the temple of Eschmoun. He gazed still higher, into the dome of the pure sky, and in a sharp tone cried out an order to his sailors. The trireme bounded through the water. She grazed the idol set up at the corner of the pier to ward oft' tempests; and in the commercial port, full of filth, splinters of wood, and fruit-rinds, she crowded back in her passage, and ripped open the sides of vessels moored to piles ending in crocodiles' jaws.